She went, examin'd, and returned ere long,

And said, Alas! some two or three

Poor heretics in love there be

Which think to 'stablish dangerous constancy;

But I have told them, since you will be true,

You shall be true to them who're false to you.

L O VE * S     USURY

For every hour that thou wilt spare me now
I will allow,

Usurious god of Love! twenty to thee,
When with my brown my gray hairs equal be;
Till then, Love! let my body range, and let
Me travel, sojourn, snatch, plot, have, forget,
Resume my last year's relict; think that yet
We had never met.                                  v

Let me think any rival's letter mine,

And at next nine

Keep midnight's promise; mistake by the way

The maid, and tell the lady of that delay;

Only let me love none, no, not the sport

From country grass, to comfitures of court,
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